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He ſullen night worn thred 


o 


are,when I lay, , 
ing che approach of early day : 
Such Loyal choughts did in my boſom rage, 


” 


As drew my curſes on this fatious Age : | 


- 


With tears I mourn'd our ſinking Countrey' s fate, 


. -” s 1 . } 


And ſhadow'd glory of the royal State. 


"Till ſlumbring at the laſt, a glim'ring light, 
"Methought was ſhown to my myſterious fi ght, 
* When Ideſcry 'da Treas'nous damn'd Cabal, 


\ . 4 C 
: 


” Hells mounting Engins that would fink us all, 


- 


e 


nd riſeupon our King's and Countreys Fall 


% 


__ © © Dark were their looks, and knowingly I aw, 


” 
£ 


Villains they were, and ſuch'as fled the Law; : 


BY 


Printers, and thoſe who had abus'd the times, 


eligion was their Cloak to hide their Crimes. 


\ 


nvious as Fiends, like Hells Divan they fate 
atwould Hell more ? to ruin Charch and State : 


5 % 


.So vile as theſe, it never could appear, - 


«7 f 


Had the great Whig-land Lucifer been there. 


be - 


When in an abrupt voice I heard one cry, - 


 Romes| Idol-York ſhan't gorge our Liberty. 


p- 
. -a 


| owWze up my Friends, our Ruin's'more than fear'd, 


- 
* 


r Bulls doroar fo loud wecan' be heard.” 


F 


n laid withmuch diſt 


aw X 


'yde of our Succeſs, 


eve no more 


- 
%, 


| Bondage! but nam'd, 


Intereft's our Hook, and Freedom is the Bait, 
you 'l ſte Rebellion ſtrair, 


vn 


- Each weak Pretence deceives the « ea ic crowd ; 


: p - x 


Virh them tis Lav, what is by us allow; 


- 


But ſhallow.areour Plots to ſearching eyes, 


*1 


' They ſee what miſchief at the bottom lies: 
Our Shrieffs and Jurys for their Ends-applaule, | 


oY "4 


Wih Ignoramus, Riots, prop our Caule ; - 


%, 


They doubtof Peace from thoſe thatbreakthe Laws : 


%. 


There our deſigns are deſp'rate, and ſo croſt, 


Bold the atrempt muſk be to.gain what's loſt 
Zealous Rebellion muſt ſecure us all 


% 


We cannot fail while we pretend a Call,! 


£ 


Wirh that like Fiends they Yaniſh'd and I woke, 
Whilſt all amaz'd and troubled, thus I ſpuks : 
O Wretched Land! how proy'd thy . curing Vain 
Sine thy old-Wound is breaking out again, 
The whole's endanger'd by th' infected part; 
But Heaven inſtru& our great Phylician' 5s art. 
here's one way left to heal this deſp'rate wound ;/ 


&. 


Cur off the rotten Fr to.lave the found. 


A 


| Were there no cauſe for this now needful Hour 


{ 


Rhys Peace thef throughthe' Land would flow, 


- 


f $ 


Lo Jebu Sian purg 'd, and Faith did ata? 
Butler's Unite with pious joy rofi ng, 
Health to the Beſt-- 46 Englands gracious. 


- 


_Bleff may ' he be, his: | 
Andbleſt great Jon: 1 whilſt all 
Se weat 1 


- 


